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great dependency. A native regiment and
a handful of white officers man the lonely
fort. A foe ever alert is beyond, and all
around are grim, unfriendly mountains. Yet
there is no depression and no fear. Day by
day the hillmen are drilled and turned into
soldiers of the King-Emperor. At AH Masjid
the headmen of the Afridis, from whom the
Khyber Rifles are recruited, now came to
bring tribute to the Prince of Wales. With
an offering of sheep and honey they tendered
him their loyalty, and their words, couched
in the imagery of the East, rang true as they
pressed into his presence. " We are a poor
people," they said, " and we live in a poor
country, but the land will blossom like the
rose now that it has been touched by the
footsteps of the King." To one old blind
chief the Prince stretched out his hand.
"Now indeed I see," he exclaimed, "for I
have touched my King."
Through the Khyber Pass and back drove
the Royal party, while the Khyber Riflemen
kept guard on every peak, otherwise no one
was allowed to approach the road, and the brick
guard-houses which line the Pass at intervals
were alert with troops. But all went well,
and the Prince had reason to be well pleased
with what he saw at the frontier of India.
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